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WELCOME  TO  EN  FEMME! 

You  hold  in  your  hands  the  first  issue  of  the 
definitive  magazine  for  the  transvestite, 
transsexual,  crossdresser,  and  female 

impersonator.  We  don't  plan  to  discriminate 
against  one  or  the  other,  devoting  articles, 
columns  or  stories  to  each  individual  subculture. 

I would  like  to  introduce  myself  and  some  of 
the  staff  that  will  be  producing  this  magazine  six 
times  a year  for  you. 

My  name  is  Robyn  Ann  Dormer.  I am  the 

publ isher/Edi tor/ Art  Director.  All  of  the  final 
decisions  about  content,  format,  etc.  are  mine. 
All  letters  regarding  the  policies  or  content  of 
the  magazine  should  be  addressed  to  me.  I have  a 
degree  in  Commercial  Art  and  have  served  as  Art 
Director  for  a singles  magazine,  and  have  had 

work  published  by  Lee's  Mardi  Gras  and  The 
Transvestian.  I am  very  interested  in  what  you 
have  to  say  about  En  Femme  and  will  try  to 

personally  answer  any  letters  I receive. 

Donna  Miller  is  our  fashion/beauty  consultant 
and  Director  of  Advertising  Sales.  Donna  is  a 

licensed  cosmetologist  and  is  the  proprietor  of 

have  any  questions  regarding  hair,  make  up,  nails, 
fashion  or  wish  to  place  an  ad,  write  to  Donna. 

Rebecca  Buchanan  (a.k.a.  Bridgewater)  is  our 
Head  Writer  and  Assistant  Editor.  She  has  had 
many  fiction  books  published  and  had  been  Editor 
of  TV  Illustrated  before  joining  our  staff.  If 
you  have  a manuscript  or  article  to  submit  (or 
even  an  idea  for  one)  write  to  her. 

They  are  the  heart  of  En  Femme  and  it  is 
their  desire  to  bring  you  the  best  possible 
magazine  they  can.  And  a heartfelt  thanks  to  our 
other  contributors  this  issue  - Jennifer,  Eric, 
Ray,  BettyLou  and  others  - without  whom  there 
would  not  have  been  a first  issue.  Thank  you  for 
reading  this  and  enjoy  your  En  Femme! 
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Amanda's  A Man,  Dear! 

"You  were  on  the  phone  a long  time, 
Marion,"  Rossiter  McCann  said  to  his 
wife  as  she  hung  up  the  phone.  "Who  was 
it?" 


"That  was  Ronnie,  dear.  His  spring 
break  is  coming  up  and  he's  coming  home 
to  stay  with  us  for  the  week."  A broad 
smile  crawled  across  Marion  McCann's 
face  as  she  placed  the  phone  back  in  its 
cradle. 

"What  are  you  are  grinning  at?  What 
did  he  say?"  Ross  had  been  deeply 
involved  in  that  days  edition  of  the 
Bugle  and  had  not  been  paying  any  atten- 
tion to  his  wife's  conversation  with 
their  son. 

"He's  bringing  someone  home  for  us  to 
meet . A girl . " 

That  day's  Bugle  hit  the  floor  as 
Rossiter  leaped  from  his  chair.  "A 
girl!"  He  grabbed  his  wife  by  the 
shoulders.  "Did  he  say  who  she  was?  A 
girlfriend?" 

"He  said  her  name  was  Amanda.  He's 
known  her  for  a while  now,  apparently 
they're  very  good  friends." 

"This  is  a very  special  day,  Marion. 
And  all  this  time  I was  under  the 
impression  that  our  son  was  gay.  Now  I 
can  hold  my  head  up  high  when  people  ask 
me  about  Ronnie  in  work.  I can  walk 
down  the  street  again  and  not  have  to 
worry  about  running  into  any  of  Ronnie's 
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old  friends  or  classmates.  No  more 
snide  comments  or  accusations!  My  son 
has  a girlfriend!"  He  did  a little  jig 
around  his  beaming  wife  and  headed  for 
the  kitchen. 

"Vhere  will  she  sleep?"  Ross  said  to 
no  one  in  particular  as  his  wife  was 
busy  picking  up  the  pages  of  the  paper 
and  folding  them  neatly  onto  his 
footstool , 

"They're  college  seniors,  dear,  I 
think  they  are  responsible  enough  to 
sleep  in  the  same  bed."  Marion  had 
followed  her  husband  into  the  kitchen  in 
time  to  see  him  chomp  on  a cold  chicken 
leg  he  had  found  in  the  refrigerator. 

"Let  me  meet  her  first,  Marion.  I'll 
decide  who  sleeps  where  in  my  house." 

"I  can't  wait  to  meet  her,"  Marion 
said  quietly  as  she  watched  her  husband 
tear  apart  the  leftover.  "And  I can't 
wait  to  see  ray  son  again." 


ft# 

Nobody  paid  any  attention  to  the 
tall,  attractive  couple  as  they  walked 
together  across  the  campus  of  Tyler  Uni- 
versity. This  was  the  couple  that  was 
being  discussed  in  a kitchen  in  the  town 
of  New  Farnura  over  a cold  chicken  leg. 

"I'm  really  beginning  to  think  this 
was  a bad  idea,  Amanda,"  Ronnie  McCann 
said  to  his  companion. 

"It's  not  too  late  to  cancel  the 
trip.  Or  you  could  leave  me  home  if  I'm 
causing  you  to  reconsider." 
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"Two  weeks  home  alone?  No,  I don't 
think  I could  stand  that.  And  not  being 
able  to  go  out  when  I want?  No."  He 
shuddered  at  the  thought.  "It's  the 
other  part  I'm  worried  about  - the  bare- 
ing  of  my  soul . " 


"You  have  to  do  this,  Ronnie.  Ve've 
discussed  this  a hundred  times.  It'll 
go  according  to  plan.  Trust  me." 

"You  don't  know  ray  father.  I don't 
think  they'll  be  any  problem  with  my 
mother,  but  my  father,  . . " his  voice 

trailed  off. 


"Uh,  oh,"  Amanda  said  softly.  "Look 
who's  coming." 

Ronnie  looked  up  and  saw  a classmate 
of  his  heading  their  way  on  the  small 
path  that  wound  around  the  lake  on  the 
campus.  "Oh,  God,  Peter  White." 


"Just  be  cool.  Ignore  him." 

As  they  passed  the  solitary  male 
student,  they  didn't  see  him  turn  and 
eye  the  two  of  them,  a puzzled 
expression  on  his  face.  Peter  White 
shrugged  his  shoulders  and  forgot  about 
the  thoughts  of  recognition  that  had 
flashed  through  his  head  upon  seeing  the 
tall,  blonde  woman  and  her  partner.  He 
took  one  last  look  at  the  girl's  slim, 
sexy  legs  under  the  long  print  skirt  as 
they  disappeared  around  a turn. 

"That  was  close,"  Ronnie  said.  "I 
don't  think  he  knew  me." 


"I  know  he  didn't  know  me.  He's 
never  seen  me  dressed  like  this."  Aman- 
da took  Ronnie's  arm.  "I  think  that  was 
a sign,  dear.  It's  time  to  end  our 
little  outting." 

"Okay."  They  headed,  arm-in-arm  into 
the  dorm  building,  and  up  the  two 
flights  of  stairs  to  Ronnie's  room. 

"It's  so  much  easier  going  out  when 
Hark's  out  of  town,"  Ronnie  said,  refer- 
ring to  his  absent  roommate,  already  on 
his  way  home  for  the  spring  break. 

"I  finally  get  to  come  up  to  your 
room  and  I'm  dressed  like  this,"  Amanda 
said,  smiling. 

"You  look  fine.  I really  appreciate 
your  dressing  like  that  today.  It 
helped  me  a lot.  We  were  just  an  ordi- 
nary couple  out  for  a walk,"  Ronnie  said 
as  he  kicked  off  his  shoes.  "Two  tall 
girls  invites  stares." 

"But  this  was  the  last  time,  remem- 
ber. I can't  abide  these  clothes!" 

"They  do  look  wrong  on  you,"  Ronnie 
said  as  he  removed  his  wig,  running  his 
red-lacquered  fingernails  through  his 
own  matted  blonde  hair.  "Why  don't  you 
get  changed?" 

"Gladly!"  She  had  already  tried  to 
remove  the  tie  hanging  around  her  neck 
but  had  succeeded  in  only  loosening  it 
and  producing  a tight  knot  midway  down 
the  front  of  it.  She  pulled  it  up  over 
her  head  and  flung  it  across  the  room. 


Horrid  male  clothes!" 


"I  know  what  you  mean,"  Ronnie  said, 
now  wearing  only  bra  and  pantyhose,  and 
slipping  into  his  robe.  "I  have  to 
confess  to  my  parents.  I can't  go  two 
whole  weeks  without  dressing." 

Amanda  emerged  from  the  bedroom,  a 
towel  around  her  waist.  "I'm  going  to 
take  a shower.  Then  I'm  going  to  get 
dressed  properly  and  go  out  to  eat. 
Want  to  join  me?" 

"Sure.  Let  me  get  changed." 

I I * 

Marion  heard  the  cab  first  and  jump- 
ed to  her  feet.  "They're  here!"  she 
said,  parting  the  curtains  and  peering 
out  of  the  large  bay  window.  "Ross!" 
she  cried,  and  her  husband  emerged  from 
the  kitchen. 

"I'm  here.  No  need  to  shout."  He 
went  to  the  front  door  and  opened  it, 
watching  his  son  and  his  companion  exit 
the  cab  from  behind  the  screen  door. 

"Doesn't  Ronnie  look  well?"  Marion 
said.  To  Ross,  his  son  looked  too  thin, 
as  always,  but  his  attention  was  riveted 
on  the  tall  blonde  beside  Ronnie. 

She  walked  up  the  cement  pavement 
beside  Ronnie.  She  wore  a pretty  beige 
dress  accented  with  red  shoes,  purse  and 
belt.  In  the  shoes  she  was  taller  than 
Ronnie,  who  was  carrying  their  two 
suitcases.  She  seemed  to  be  very 
attractive  to  Ross,  but  she  didn't  seem 
to  move  very  well.  He  couldn't  quite 
put  his  finger  on  it,  but  something  was 
odd  about  that  girl. 
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He  pushed  open  the  screen  door  as 
they  reached  it  and  Marion  joined  him  to 
welcome  them. 

"Come  on  it,”  Marion  chirped.  "My, 
don't  you  look  pretty!"  she  said, 
looking  at  Amanda. 

"Thank  you,  Mrs.  McCann,"  Amanda  said 
smi ling. 

"Call  me  Marion,  dear!  You  must  be 
Amanda!  Ronnie's  told  us  about  you!" 

Amanda  just  continued  to  grin  and 
looked  over  at  Mr.  McCann  who  was  study- 
ing her  intently. 

"This  is  ray  father,  Ross,"  Ronnie 
said  nervously.  "Dad,  this  is  Amanda." 

"Pleased  to  meet  you,"  Ross  said 
sticking  out  his  right  hand.  Amanda 
took  it  and  squeezed  softly.  "Likewise, 
Ross,"  she  said  and  returned  to  that 
smile. 

Ronnie  noticed  the  stare-down  between 
his  father  and  Amanda  and  knew  that 
neither  would  ever  back  down,  so  he 
picked  up  his  bags  again.  "I'll  take 
these  up  to  my  room.  Let  me  show  you 
where  I grew  up,  Amanda." 

Ross  followed  the  two  of  them  to  the 
bottom  of  the  stairs  and  then  watched  as 
they  went  up.  When  they  had  disappeared 
around  the  corner,  he  turned  back  to  his 
wife,  a puzzled  look  on  his  face. 

"It  will  be  all  right,  dear."  Marion 
said,  misinterpreting  the  look.  "I  think 
it  will  be  fine  if  they  slept  in  the 
same  bed  while  they  stay  here." 
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Ross  just  frowned  as  upstairs,  Ronnie 
was  unpacking  a bag  that  was  spread  open 
on  the  bed. 

"I  thought  that  went  well,"  Amanda 
said,  unfolding  a blouse  and  placing  it 
on  a hanger. 

"I  think  ray  dad  knows,"  Ronnie  said. 
"I  don't  know  how,  but  he  knows.  I 
can't  believe  I ever  thought  this  would 
work! " 

"Vhat  does  it  matter?  He's  going  to 
be  told  about  me  anyway." 

"But  the  whole  plan  hinged  on  them 
believeing  you  were  a woman  and  then 
telling  them  the  truth.  And  when  they 
realized  that  transsexualism  isn't  all 
that  terrible,  I could  tell  them  about 
myse If." 

"I  agreed  to  go  through  with  this 
little  mind  trip  of  yours  because  you 
seemed  to  need  it  so  bad.  I hate  to  see 
sisters  torture  themselves  over  what  to 
say  to  their  family  and  friends.  I 
still  think  the  best  thing  for  you  to  do 
is  just  come  out  and  tell  them." 

"That's  easy  for  you  to  say  because 
you  don't,  have  a family  to  confess  to. 
But  it's  not  easy  to  sit  your  parents 
down  and  tell  them  that  their  son  is 
contemplating  a sex  change!" 

"I'll  be  there  beside  you.  Ve'll 
tell  them  together.  And  then  they  can 
spend  the  rest  of  your  time  here  getting 
to  know  their  new  daughter." 
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Ronnie  looked  at  the  still  smiling 
countenance  of  the  transsexual.  "Okay. 
Maybe.  But  not  tonight.  Let  them  get 
to  know  you  a little  more,  then  we'll 
take  it  from  there.  I'm  not  going  back 
to  Tyler  without  telling  them." 


* * * 


In  the  kitchen,  Marion  was  busy  cut- 
ting greens  for  the  salad  and  Ross  was 
leaning  against  the  sink,  his  hands  in 
his  pockets. 

"You're  awfully  quiet,  Ross.  What's 
wrong?" 

"Amanda.  There's  something  about  her 
that  bugs  me.  I just  can't  put  my 
finger  on  it." 

"But  she's  so  sweet!  What  could 

possibly  bug  you  about  her?" 

"I  don't  know.  Something  about  the 
way  she  moves,  the  way  she  talks,  that 
voice. . . " 

"Do  you  think  she's  a bad  person?  Or 
a bad  influence?  Do  you  think  Ronnie 
shouldn't  be  with  her?" 

"I  don't  know!  I would  never  forbid 
my  son  to  not  see  someone,  but  this 
girl... I don't  know.  I wish  I could  put 
my  finger  on  it!" 

Marion  dropped  the  shredded  lettuce 
into  the  large  plastic  bowl  and  wiped 
off  the  knife.  "I  know  what  it  is,  I 
noticed  it  too." 
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Ross  looked  at  his  wife  in  astonish- 
ment. "You  did?" 

"Yes.  And  I know  what  it  is  that  is 
just  a little  odd  about  her.  I just 
don't  know  if  Amanda  and  Ronnie  want  to 
tell  us  or  not . " 

"Vhat  is  it,  what's  wrong  with  her?" 

Marion  looked  away  from  her  husband, 
then  opened  the  drawer  containing  the 
silverware,  and  placed  the  knife  inside. 
Still  not  looking  at  Ross,  she  closed 
the  drawer  and  said,  "Amanda's  a man, 
dear . " 


t * l 
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TRANSVESTITE  PRIVATE  EYE 


by  Rebecca  J.  Ihichanan 


Senator  Richard  Boyce  took  his  wife  and  son  to 
their  summer  home  in  upstate  New  York  for  a week's 
vacation  away  from  the  pressures  of  Washington,  D.C. 
The  popular  32  year-old  Senator  was  serving  the  second 
year  of  his  first  term,  a seat  he  had  won  in  an 
unprecedented  landslide.  His  beautiful  wife  Tina  had 
given  birth  to  Richard,  Jr.  two  years  earlier,  and 
became  a very  popular  hostess  among  the  social  scene  in 
the  capital. 

Their  troubles  began  when  the  two  year-old 
daughter  of  Liza  Giddings  died  the  week  before  the 
Boyce's  vacation.  Liza  was  a member  of  a female 
radical  back-to-nature  group  known  only  as  'Thera'. 
These  women  were  for  the  most  part  lesbians  with  a 

gripe  against  society. 

The  date  was  April  12,  1965. 

On  that  day,  the  Boyce’s  arrived  at  their  estate 

while  the  members  of  Them  were  trying  to  console  Liza 

Giddings  who  was  still  grieving  over  the  loss  of  her 
child.  The  baby  had  died  of  pneumonia  after  having 

caught  a cold  in  the  ramshackle  old  unheated  house. 
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Something  drastic  would  have  to  be  done,  the  other 
members  of  Thera  decided.  It  wasn't  often  one  of  them 
got  pregnant,  and  a child  in  the  group  was  always 
welcome  — provided  it  was  a female.  The  seven  members 
of  Them  soon  were  piling  into  their  Chevy  station  wagon 
and  driving  out  into  the  country. 

At  the  Boyce  estate,  Richard  was  working  in  his 
office,  his  wife  and  son  were  in  the  yard  playing  on 
the  swings.  The  solitary  security  agent  assigned  to 
the  Senator  was  sitting  on  the  front  porch,  watching 
Tina,  his  walkie-talkie  squawking  at  his  feet. 

The  agent  noticed  the  station  wagon  driving  past 
the  house,  noting  the  number  of  occupants  inside.  He 
did  not  see  the  car  stop  out  of  sight  down  the  street. 
The  women  leaped  from  the  car  and  sprang  into  action. 
Liza  had  seen  the  child  playing  on  the  swings,  and 
realized  she  had  to  have  it.  She  and  another  girl 
headed  for  Tina  and  the  baby  while  the  other  five  made 
their  way  toward  the  house. 

At  the  sight  of  the  women  approaching  the  house, 
the  security  man  got  to  his  feet,  grabbing  the  walkie- 
talkie  and  removed  the  holster  guard  from  his  pistol. 
He  had  not  as  yet  seen  the  two  women  sprinting  toward 
Tina  and  little  Richard. 

He  told  the  five  women  coming  toward  him  to  stop 
and  identify  themselves.  They  did  not.  He  brought  the 
walkie-talkie  to  his  mouth  and  was  about  to  report  to 
his  local  office  when  he  finally  saw  Liza  snatching 
Richard,  Jr.  away  from  Tina  who  was  being  held  back  by 
another  woman. 

Dropping  the  walkie-talkie,  the  agent  went  for  the 
gun  on  his  hip,  but  before  he  managed  to  unholster  it, 
his  neck  exploded  in  a geyser  of  blood.  He  died 
instantly. 

At  the  sound  of  the  gunshot,  Richard  leaped  to  his 
feet  and  ran  to  the  window.  He  saw  his  wife  being 
shoved  to  the  ground  by  a woman,  but  did  not  see  his 
son  or  the  policeman  he  knew  should  be  out  there.  In  a 
rage,  he  reached  for  the  desk  drawer  where  he  kept  a 


pistol  and  found  it  locked.  The  key  he  knew  was  on  his 
dresser  top  upstairs. 

He  ran  out  of  the  den  and  heard  the  front  door 
open  and  a number  of  people  entering.  All  of  the 
voices  he  heard  were  female.  He  froze  momentarily,  not 
sure  of  what  to  do.  Then  he  heard  the  sound  of  his  son 
screaming  in  the  distance  and  he  threw  himself  down  the 
stairs,  yelling  at  the  top  of  his  lungs  like  a madman. 

The  sight  of  the  Senator  running  down  the  steps 
caused  the  woman  with  the  gun  to  panic  and  she  fired 
twice,  hitting  him  once  in  the  shoulder,  shattering  his 
collarbone.  His  right  arm  hanging  useless  from  his 
shoulder,  Richard  still  managed  to  wrestle  the  woman  to 
the  ground.  Another  of  the  women  grabbed  him,  while 
two  fled  from  the  house. 

Fighting  as  if  possessed,  Richard  freed  himself 
and  got  to  his  feet. 

"I /here  is  my  son?!"  he  screamed  at  them.  Backing 
toward  the  door,  the  members  of  Thera  still  in  the  house 
began  to  yell  for  help.  Richard  advanced  on  them,  his 
chest  and  arm  covered  in  sticky  blood. 

Liza  appeared  in  the  door,  Richard,  Jr.  cradled  in 
one  arm,  sniffing  uncontrollably.  In  her  other  hand 
was  the  security  guard's  service  revolver. 


At  the  sight  of  the  baby,  Richard  exploded  and 
hurled  himself  at  the  woman.  She  calmly  raised  the  gun 
and  a simple  squeeze  of  the  trigger  ended  the  Senator's 
fight.  He  fell  backward  and  stopped  moving. 

Richard,  Jr.  had  stopped  sniffling  when  he  saw  his 
father  fall.  His  eyes  were  round  saucers  and  his  mouth 
was  wide  open.  Liza  dropped  the  gun  and  followed  the 
others  back  to  the  station  wagon.  They  sped  off,  u- 
turning  in  the  street  and  heading  back  down  the  street 
past  the  house  again. 

Richard  Boyce,  Sr.,  however,  was  still  very  much 
alive.  He  struggled  to  his  feet  and  staggered  out  the 
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door  in  time  to  see  the  car  speeding  away.  Richard  saw 
the  officer  laying  in  a pool  of  blood  in  the  pathway 
leading  to  the  door.  Tina  was  laying  motionless  not 
far  from  the  swing  set. 

Bleeding  profusely,  fighting  to  retain 
consciousness,  Richard  made  his  way  to  his  wife  and 
knelt  down  beside  her.  He  heard  sirens  in  the  distance 
and  talked  soothingly  to  the  prone  body  of  Tina.  He 
knew  his  son  had  been  taken  from  him.  He  prayed  that 
his  wife  had  not  been  taken  as  well. 

CHARTER-TWO 

"I'll  be  straight  with  you,  Mr.  Cole.  I've  gone 
through  a dozen  private  detectives  in  the  last  twenty 
years  and  none  of  them  have  given  me  the  kind  of  satis- 
faction I paid  them  for." 

Richard  Boyce  got  up  from  his  desk  and  walked 
around  in  front,  sitting  on  the  corner  facing  David, 
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" I’ ve  gotten  leads  but  no  solid  evidence,  Mr. 
Cole.  You  came  highly  recommended.  I've  checked  your 
references.  You're  a good  man.  You'll  help  me." 

"Just  what  is  it  you  expect  me  to  do  for  you, 
Senator?" 

"I  want  you  to  find  my  son." 

David  Cole  looked  at  the  former  Senator  and  saw 
the  seriousness  of  the  statement  etched  like  stone  into 
that  solid,  still  handsome  face. 

"He's  been  gone  twenty  years,  Senator.  The  police 
have  closed  the  case,  saying  the  skeleton  found  in  the 
grave  under  the  Them  house  fit  the  general  description 
of  your  son." 

"I  don't  believe  that.  One  of  the  detectives  I 
had  hired  was  on  to  something.  In  1975  Thera  was  ousted 
from  that  house  in  Butler.  Most  of  the  members  went  to 
jail  after  the  siege.  But  he  had  heard  of  one  who  had 
left  the  group  a few  years  before,  taking  a child  with 
her.  I have  reason  to  believe  that  that  child  was  ray 


David  sat  and  stared  at  Boyce.  The  man  continues 
to  believe  his  son  was  alive,  after  twenty-two  years. 
The  Them  members  who  had  attacked  him  and  killed  his 
wife  were  tried  and  sent  to  prison  after  the  lengthy 
siege  of  the  barricaded  house  in  1975.  None  of  the 
group  knew  anything  about  a kidnapped  boy.  Under  the 
house,  which  had  burned  to  the  ground  during  the  battle 
the  police  found  bones  belonging  to  both  adults  and 
infants,  some  of  them  belonging  to  a 2 year-old  that 
had  been  placed  there  approximately  twenty  years 
earlier.  The  fire  and  the  length  of  time  since  the 
interment  made  positive  identification  impassible,  but 
the  evidence  was  strongly  in  favor  of  the  bones 
belonging  to  the  son  of  Senator  Boyce.  The  case  was 
closed. 

Senator  Boyce  continued  to  search  for  his  son. 
the  only  real  piece  of  evidence  he  had  was  obtained 
from  a Thera  member  found  by  herself  and  forcibly  made 
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to  talk  by  one  of  the  Senator's  hired  P.I.'s.  She  had 
told  of  a group  member  who  had  disgraced  the  other 

members  by  leaving  and  taking  her  child  with  her.  The 

woman  who  had  said  this  later  denied  it  but  the  way  she 
had  said  'child'  and  not  'girl'  or  'daughter'  was  the 
clue  Senator  Boyce  was  clinging  to.  No  men  were 

allowed  in  the  group  under  any  circumstance.  If  a 

member  of  Them  got  pregnant,  and  the  child  was  a boy, 
it's  skull  was  crushed  and  they  buried  it  under  the 

house . 

Richard  was  unable  to  ever  locate  the  woman  who 
had  left  the  group,  and  detective  after  detective  also 
failed  to  turn  up  the  elusive  former  Thera  member. 
David  Cole  was  the  latest  in  the  long  string  of  inves- 
tigators brought  in  by  the  former  Senator. 

"I'm  counting  on  you,  Cole.  I'm  paying  you  good 
money  to  find  my  son.  Don't  let  me  down." 

"I'll  try  my  best,  sir,  but  to  be  honest,  I don't 
think  there's  too  much  hope." 

"He's  alive,  Cole.  I'm  certain  of  it.  And  I want 
him  found.  I don't  have  anything  else  in  the  world  any 
more.  I just  want  my  son  back."  The  Senator  stood  up, 
straightened  his  jacket  and  walked  out  of  the  room, 
leaving  David  Cole  very  alone. 


CHAPTER  THREE 

Back  in  his  own  office,  David  Cole  was  putting  a 
file  folder  together  on  the  Boyce  case  when  the  phone 
rang. 

"Hello?" 

"Hi,"  a sultry  voice  returned  throatily,  "is  Dawn 
there?" 

"Jonelle?  Is  that  you?"  David  said  excitedly. 
"Where' ve  you  been  hiding  yourself?" 
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"David,  I really  need  to  see  Dawn.  Tonight.  At 
the  usual  place." 

"I  landed  a case  today,  Jo  - a big  one!" 

"When  was  the  last  time  Dawn  went  out?"  The  voice 
on  the  phone  was  driving  David  wild.  He  had  to  see 
her. 


"A  long  time.  Too  long."  His  heart  was  pounding. 

" I thought  so.  Get  her  together  for  me?  Please?" 

"Okay,  Jo.  Sure." 

"Great,"  Jonelle  said.  "I've  missed  her." 

"He,  too.  Listen,  Jo,  about  this  case  - " 

"Tell  me  later.  Bye."  The  phone  went  dead. 

David  put  the  file  in  his  briefcase  and  left  the 
office.  He  walked  up  the  flight  of  stairs  to  his 
apartment,  his  heart  thudding  wildly  in  his  chest. 

He  headed  straight  for  the  bathroom,  shredding 
articles  of  clothing  as  he  did.  "Thank  you,  Jonelle," 
he  said  out  loud  as  he  turned  on  the  shower.  "It  has 
been  far  too  long  since  Dawn’s  been  out." 

He  stepped  into  the  steaming  shower,  and  soaped 
his  trim,  athletic  body.  Years  of  Tae  Kwon  Do  had 
formed  his  body  from  a dumpy  180  pounds  into  a firm  155 
on  his  5 foot  7 frame,  as  well  as  instilling  in  him  a 
confidence  he  had  never  known. 

He  shaved  his  legs,  arms  and  chest,  shampooed  and 
conditioned  his  hair  and  stepped  from  the  shower  and 
into  a fluffy  towell. 

At  the  sink,  he  closely  shave.-d  his  face,  splashing 
a woman's  cologne  over  the  smooth  skin  afterward.  He 
studied  his  eyebrows  and  deftly  plucked  them  into  an 
arch  that  wasn't  overtly  noticeable. 
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Clad  in  his  towell,  he  left  the  bathroom  and 
unlocked  a trunk  in  his  bedroom  closet.  He  removed 
article  after  article  of  clothing,  tossing  them  onto 
the  neatly  made  bed.  From  beneath  the  clothing  still 
in  the  trunk,  he  found  boxes  and  a fishing  tackle  box. 
The  tackle  box  he  placed  on  his  dresser  and  he  chose 
one  of  the  shoeboxes  and  put  that  on  the  floor. 

He  slipped  a pair  of  panties  up  his  legs  and 
nestled  them  into  place,  willing  himself  to  not  be 
excited.  Next  came  a pair  of  sheer  black  pantyhose, 
followed  by  black  padded  bra.  Into  the  cups  of  the  bra 
he  placed  foam  rubber  falsies. 

Sitting  on  a stool  in  front  of  the  large  mirror 
over  the  dresser,  he  opened  the  tackle  box  to  reveal  an 
assortment  of  cosmetics.  He  deftly  applied  each  selec- 
tion of  make-up  and  soon  had  transformed  his  face  into 
that  of  a pretty  young  girl.  He  took  care  to  not 
overdo  his  make-up,  as  that  can  cause  unwanted 
attention.  He  took  pride  in  achieving  a natural,  fresh 
look  that  was  undeniably  feminine. 

He  slid  the  black  and  white  striped  dress  over  his 
head  and  adjusted  it  into  place.  A black  patent 
leather  belt  went  around  his  waist,  cinching  it.  A 
dozen  circle  bracelets  in  silver  were  slipped  over  a 
wrist  and  a silver  wristwatch  on  the  other.  Large 
silver  hoop  earrings  were  clipped  to  his  ears  and  a 
dainty  silver  chain  clasped  behind  his  neck.  fie 
stepped  into  low-heeled  black  patent  pumps. 

The  last  step  was  the  long  flawing  blonde  wig, 
still  on  the  wigform  in  the  trunk.  He  took  it  and 

lovingly  brushed  it  before  placing  it  on  his  head  over 
his  own  brown  hair. 

He  admired  himself  in  the  mirror  before  polishing 
his  nails  a bright  red.  He  then  organized  his 

necessities  into  his  patent  leather  purse  - wallet, 
money,  keys,  make-up.  He  sprayed  an  expensive  perfume 
onto  his  wrists  and  behind  his  ears  and  knew  that  he 
was  ready. 

Dawn  was  ready  to  go. 

(Continued  On  Fage  29.  ) 
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He  is  gentle,  sensitive  and  sweet, 
She  is  lots  of  fun, 

She  wears  my  clothes, 

But  She  always  knows, 

That  He  is  the  real  one. 

If  I had  to  choose, 

We  air  would  lose, 

‘Cause  something  would  be  missing, 
The  magic  is  there! 

(Am  I aware?) 

Of  which  one  I am  kissing? 


Vhich  of  the  fallowing  topics  would  you  most  like  to  read  about  in  a story? 
(Check  more  than  one  if  necessary.  ) 

[ 1 Forced  To  Dress  [ ] TV/Bondage 

[ ] Gay  Drag  [ ] Stories  Vith  A Humorous  Slant 

C 1 Historical  TV  [ ] Science  Fiction  TV 
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Over  a hundred  years  ago  a doctor  discovered  a 
highly  effective  way  to  remove  troublesome  hairs  from  a 
patient's  face.  Charles  E.  Michael ,. M. D. , treated  them 
with  a needle  attached  to  a wire  that  he  had  connected 
to  a dry  cell  battery.  Since  that  day  in  1875,  mil- 
lions of  men  and  women  plagued  by  unwanted  hair  have 
benefited  from  his  idea,  now  known  as  electrolysis. 

Electrolysis  is  the  only  method  of  permanent  hair 
removal  approved  by  the  Food  and  Drug  Administration. 
Electrologists  are  professionals  who  use  specialized 
equipment  to  achieve  hairfree,  carefree  results. 
Trained,  qualified  practitioners  can  custom  tailor  an 
electrolysis  program  suited  to  your  specific  hair 
removal  needs. 

How  electrolysis  works.  The  electrologist  inserts 
an  almost  microscopic  filament  into  the  hair  follicle 
opening.  A very  slight  amount  of  chemical  heat  from  a 
tiny  electric  current  destroys  the  root,  permanently 
ending  further  hair  growth.  The  skin  is  not  punctured 
or  harmed  in  any  way,  and  the  entire  procedure  causes 
very  little  discomfort,  depending  on  individual  sensi- 
tivity. If  you  have  ever  tweezed  or  waxed,  you  should 
accept  electrolysis  very  easily. 

Many  other  hair  removal  methods  provide  only  tem- 
porary relief  to  a problem  of  unwanted  hair  and  in  some 
cases  even  compound  the  condition.  Waxing  and  plucking 
sometimes  distort  the  hair  roots,  making  permanent  hair 
removal  more  difficult.  Depilatories  can  be  used  with 
no  damage  to  the  hair  roots,  but  they  are  messy  and 
even  with  minimally  sensitive  skin  you  may  find  them  to 
be  harsh.  Cutting  and  shaving,  though  tedious,  are 
safe  temporary  methods. 
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The  number  of  treatments  you  will  require  depends 
on  several  factors  tied  into  your  individual  needs.  A 
qualified  electrologist  can  usually  make  a general 
estimate  of  the  amount  of  time  needed  to  clear  up  a 
specific  area.  Size  and  location  of  the  area  are 
generally  taken  into  account,  as  well  as  previous 
methods  used  to  remove  the  hair  that  may  have  made  the 
root  more  resistant  to  electrolysis  (i.e.  plucking  and 
waxing.  ) For  the  most  part,  electrolysis  is  most 
effective  on  a planned  weekly  or  twice-weekly  15-  to 
60-rainute  sessions.  Complete  removal  of  a male  beard 
may  take  up  to  200  hours. 


After  treatment,  some  slight  reddening  and/or 
swelling  of  the  skin  may  occur,  which  usually  dis- 
appears within  an  hour  or  so.  Pinpoint  scabs  on  the 
body  may  appear  for  a day  or  two,  but  they  are  a 
natural  part  of  the  healing  process  and  should  be  of  no 
concern. 

You  should  avoid  overexposure  to  strong  sunlight 
for  a few  day.  Keep  the  skin  clean  - no  makeup!  - for 
24  hours;  a medicated  cream  and  an  antiseptic 
astringent  lotion  are  good  ideas  to  ward  off  any  irri- 
tation or  superficial  infection. 


Vhen  you  consider  the  cost  of  electrolysis,  tally 
up  a lifetime's  bills  for  razors,  creams,  waxing  and/or 
tweezers  and  the  hours  of  your  time  spent  pursuing 
hairless  results,  over  and  over.  Then  consider  a life- 
time of  permanently  sleek,  smooth  skin. 

Today's  fees  are  flexible  enough  to  fit  most  pock- 
etbooks,  but  never  take  chances  with  your  health.  In 
the  case  of  electrolysis,  you  pay  for  the  professional 
service  you  receive,  and  competent,  quality  treatment 
is  worth  the  cost. 


Electrolysis  is  a deductible  medical  expense.  The 
IRS  has  ruled  that  all  payments  to  electrologists 
qualify  as  tax  deductible  medical  expenses,  even  if  the 
electrolysis  is  performed  in  a state  which  does  not 
require  electrologists  to  be  licensed. 
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In  choosing  an  electrologist,  take  as  much  care  as 
you  would  in  selecting  a doctor  or  dentist  or  any 
personal  service.  Keep  these  general  rules  in  mind. 

1.  An  electrologist  should  be  a member  of  his  or 
her  state  or  national  organization  or  the  International 
Guild  of  Professional  Electrologists.  Their  membership 
should  be  current  and  their  dated  certificate  should  be 
on  display. 

2.  The  electrologist  should  be  a graduate  of  ^n 
accredited  school  of  electrolysis. 

3.  The  office  should  be  private  and  very  clean. 
Many  electrologists  provide  a complimentary  consulta- 
tion. Take  advantage  of  this  service  to  ask  questions 
and  observe. 

4.  You  should  nver  have  the  feeling  of  a hair 
being  tweezed  during  treatment.  Only  in  unusual  cases 
is  it  possible  to  feel  hair  leave  the  skin. 

5.  The  International  Guild  of  Professional  Elec- 
trologists will  provide  the  names  and  addresses  of  com- 
petant  electrologists  in  any  particular  area.  Upon 
request,  they  will  also  provide  a leaflet  outlining  the 
official  standards  for  the  treatment  of  permanent  hair 
removal . 

And  finally,  do  not  be  deceived  by  the  ads  in  the 
back  of  magazines  for  "safe,  at-home  permanent  hair  re- 
moval devices."  On  October  2,  1985,  Francis  X.  McDon- 
ough, Jr. , a Consumer  Protection  Specialist  with  the 
Federal  Trade  Commission's  Boston  Regional  Office, 
informed  the  International  Guild  of  Professional  Elec- 
trologists that  the  FTC  had  decided  to  issue  a 
complaint  against  Removatron,  International  Corp. 

The  complaint  alleges  "Removatron  lacks  adequate 
substantiation  for  its  permanancy  and  long-lasting  eff- 
ectiveness claims."  It  also  alleges  that  Removatron' s 
use  of  the  term  "FCC  approved"  in  its  ads  is  deceptive. 
The  judicial  process  actually  began  on  November  10, 
1986  (almost  a year  later)  in  Boston  before  an  admini- 
strative law  judge  assigned  to  hear  the  case. 

It  is  important  to  understand  that  even  if  this 
case  was  won,  what  the  decision  will  impact  is  the  ad- 
vertising and  marketing  techniques  used  to  sell  the 
product.  A complete  victory  in  the  final  decision  to 
be  rendered  in  this  case  does  not  remove  the  product 
from  the  market  place. 


TRANSVESTITE  PRIVATE  EYE  (Continued  From  Page  20.) 
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He  slipped  into  the  stairwell  and  made  his  way  out 
of  the  building.  Outside,  he  breathed  deeply  and  began 
to  walk  across  the  street  to  his  parked  car.  Inside 
the  car,  he  began  to  think  back  on  the  first  time  he 
had  met  Jonelle. 

It  had  been  five  years  earlier,  and  he  had  been  a 
scared  22  year-old,  out  on  his  first  trip  to  New  York 
City.  He  had  spent  hours  getting  dressed  up  in  his 
hotel  room  before  summoning  enough  courage  to  leave. 
He  was  sure  nothing  could  go  wrong  - he  kept  telling 
himself  he  looked  fine  - just  like  any  other  girl  on 
the  street. 

Unfortunately  he  knew  little  about  what  it  took  to 
be  a woman.  His  clothes  were  ill-fitting  and  somewhat 
out  of  date.  His  make-up  was  too  heavy  and  over-done 
for  daytime  wear.  He  could  not  walk  in  high  heels  and 
he  had  no  idea  how  to  carry  himself  as  a woman.  And  he 
had  no  confidence  whatsoever. 

The  walk  from  the  hotel  started  out  all  right,  he 
thought  he  was  passing  well.  But  a few  blacks  from  the 
building,  his  ankles  began  to  ache.  Now  he  was 
teetering  on  the  four-inch  heels.  Kids  began  to  follow 
him,  talking  and  giggling  among  themselves.  They  began 
to  taunt  the  young  transvestite,  running  up  in  front  of 
him,  laughing  and  pointing.  Other  people  began  to  look 
at  him  and  smile.  Some  didn't  find  it  funny  to  see  a 
boy  in  a dress  and  told  him  so.  One  guy  walking  past 
him  jostled  him  hard  and  said,  'excuse  me,  sir.' 

David  was  a wreck.  He  kept  on  walking,  not 
knowing  what  else  to  do.  He  was  sweating  profusely, 
and  his  make-up  began  to  run.  Realizing  he  was  too  far 
from  the  hotel,  he  ducked  into  a beauty  parlor. 

Jonelle  was  the  manager  and  recognized  immediately 
what  the  problem  was.  She  escorted  the  trembling  boy 
into  a back  room  and  closed  the  door.  The  crowds 
outside  soon  dispersed. 

David  thanked  her  and  explained  himself  - he  was  a 
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transvestite  and  just  wanted  to  walk  around.  He 
thought  he  looked  fine,  but  obviously  something  was 
wrong. 

Jonelle  went  to  work  on  him.  She  washed  his  face 
clean,  and  re-applied  his  make-up,  explaining  their  use 
throughly.  Then  she  re-set  his  wig  onto  his  head, 
styling  it  attractively.  She  pointed  out  the  flaws  in 
his  clothes  and  shoes  and  made  him  look  out  into  the 
street  at  what  the  women  he  saw  were  wearing. 

She  dressed  him  in  a skirt  and  blouse  from  the 
sportswear  boutique  in  the  front  of  the  salon  and 
coached  him  in  feminine  mannerisms.  She  then  agreed  to 
ride  a cab  with  him  back  to  his  hotel. 

She  saw  him  to  the  elevator,  where  the  greatful 
boy  kissed  her  on  the  cheek  and  thanked  her.  She  then 
Invited  him  out  to  dinner  later  that  evening,  and  he 
accepted. 

She  brought  him  another  dress  to  wear  and  helped 
him  with  his  evening  make-up.  They  had  dinner  in  the 
hotel's  restaurant  and  David  pulled  it  off  beautifully. 
He  realized  then  that  Jonelle  was  getting  as  big  a kick 
out  of  his  impersonation  as  he  was. 

She  took  him  shopping  the  next  day,  but  not 
dressed.  She  helped  him  choose  clothes  that  would 
flatter  him  and  made  him  buy  shoes  that  were  a little 
more  comfortable  and  practical.  David  invited  his  new- 
found friend  back  to  his  room,  but  she  declined.  He 
was  disappointed  in  that,  but  marveled  at  his  luck  in 
having  met  her. 

Over  the  next  five  years,  David  had  begun  karate 
lessons,  took  a criminal  justice  course,  got  his 
private  investigators  license  and  moved  permanently  to 
New  York.  He  continued  to  meet  periodically  with 
Jonelle,  always  as  Dawn.  They  would  go  to  the  movies, 
or  a show,  or  just  shopping,  but  it  was  always  the  time 
of  his  life. 

It  had  been  about  a year  since  he  had  last  heard 
from  her.  He  had  not  gone  out  as  Dawn  since  then, 
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although  he  had  dressed  in  his  room.  It  just  wasn't 
the  same  without  Jonelle  with  him. 

Dawn  drove  up  in  front  of  a fancy  French 
restaurant  and  stepped,  from  the  car  as  a valet 
attendant  held  the  door.  She  watched  as  the  boy  drove 
her  car  away  and  smiled  at  the  doorman  who  held  the 
front  door  open  for  her.  Inside,  she  gave  her  name  and 
was  escorted  to  a booth  where  she  saw  Jonelle  seated 
with  a man. 


TO  BE  CONTINUED! 


I tell  TILL  my 
TV  girlfriends 

about 

doTLtin  %oherts 
"TLrt  & Illusion: 
TL  Quide  to 
Crossdressing" ! 

Shouldn't  you  do 
the  same ? 
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Creative  (Design  Services 
P.O.Box  1263 
‘King  of  Prussia,  PJ4 
19406 

$10  postpaid  1st  Cfass 
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Ijovo  cIo9b  TW. 


If  you  don't  already  have  a TV  of  your 
own,  this  may  be  difficult.  Check  out  the 
gay  bars  in  your  area  to  see  if  they  frequent 
them.  (Be  careful  not  to  miss  one  - TV's  are 
often  mistaken  for  women,  especially  in  the 
dark.).  Or  find  out  where  the  TV  meetings 
are  and  attend  one.  If  these  suggestions 
aren't  possible,  start  looking  around  the 
office,  on  the  tennis  court,  in  your  aerobic 
class.  They  are  not  too  visible  unless  you 
know  what  to  look  for.  Do  his  eyebrows  look 
like  the've  been  plucked?  Are  his  nails  just 
a little  loo  long?  Maybe  he  has  both  ears 
pierced.  Could  those  nylon  socks  actually  be 
stockings  under  his  pant  leg?  Good  luck  and 
happy  hunting. 

2^-Befrleud-Hiin.u. 

This  may  just  be  the  most  interesting 
friend  you  have  ever  had.  If  you  have  been 
lucky  enough  to  find  a TV  who  is  close  to 
your  dress  size,  you  may  end  up  with  another 
whole  wardrobe  to  share.  (As  long  as  you  are 
willing  to  share  yours,  of  course.).  Go 
shopping  with  him  (or  her).  Go  dancing;  they 
love  to  party.  If  you  are  uncomfortable 
dancing  with  another  'woman'  try  the  lesbian 
bar  scene.  Just  don't  overdress,  either  of 
you.  You'll  be  quite  conspicuous. 
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Assuming  you  have  found  this  TV  to  your 
liking,  call  him  up  and  invite  "her"  out  to 
dinner.  Or  make  a special  dinner  at  your 
place.  Tell  her  how  pretty  she  looks  (after 
all,  you  are  probably  the  one  who  picked  out 
her  outfit,  and  chose  her  make-up),  and  how 
much  fun  you  have  doing  things  together. 
While  you  are  talking  at  the  table,  slip  your 
shoe  off  and  run  your  toes  up  and  down  her 
silky  leg.  She  will  probably  smile,  and  run 
her  fingers  up  and  down  your  arm.  At  this 
point,  you  have  become  a very,  very  special 
person.  You  have  accepted  and  really  want 
both  him  and  her. 

4.  Love  Him/ Her. 

If  you  want  to  make  a lasting  impact, 
make  love  to  her!  It's  something  your  TV  has 
probably  fantasized  about  for  years.  Go 
slowly!  If  you've  ever  entertained  any 

lesbian  fantasies  yourself,  now  is  the  time 
to  remember  them.  Run  your  fingers  slowly  up 
her  soft,  smooth  legs  (no  stubbies,  please, 
guys!),  and  across  her  chest,  which  may  or 
not  be  shaven.  Now,  don't  be  too  passive, 
lots  of  TV's  are  into  being  dominated.  No, 
you  don't  need  a whip  or  handcuffs,  but  you 
might  want  to  get  on  top  of  her,  hold  her 
hands  down,  and  kiss  her  ...all  over!  Don't 
forget  that  the'  male  nipples  can  be  very 
sensitive.  The  rest  is  up  to  you.  Be 
creative,  be  sexy,  be  prepared  to  experience 
something  that  lots  of  women  can  only 
fantasize  about! 
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COME  TO  FANTASIA  FAIR 
IN  HISTORIC  PROVINCETOWN,  MASSACIHJSETS 

(AT  THE  TIP  OF  CAPE  COD ) 

October  16th  - 25th,  1987 

NOW  IN  ITS  THIRTEENTH  CONSECUTIVE  YEAR! 

THIS  IS  THE  FAIR  DEVOTED  TO  CROSSDRESSERS 
TEN  DAYS  & NINE  NIGHTS  OF  ACTIVITIES 

• Be  a part  of  our  major  entertainment  events; 

The  Fan/Fair  Follies,  the  Fashion  Show  and 
the  Fantasy  Ball  — Enjoy  the  opportunity 
to  develop  your  individual  sense  of  expres- 
sion and  creativity. 

• Meet  local  townspeople  through  the  Town  and 
Gown  Supper  and  experience  the  real  magic 
of  acceptance  in  the  Province  town  community. 

• Develop  your  shills  and  knowledge  with  expert 
make-up  instruction,  wig  styling,  color,  what 
to  wear  — all  the  tilings  you  need  to  perfect 
that  fashionable  image. 

• Enhunce  your  personal  growth/development 
through  seminars  and  workshops  for  indi- 
vidual and  group  participation. 

• Meet  all  the  Fait'  participants  at  the  many 
cocktail  parties,  receptions,  dinners  and 
banquets  throughout  the  nine  day  pro- 
gram; people  like  you,  who  share  similar 
values/lifestyles  — perhaps  the  finest  con- 
tribution the  Fair  can  make  to  you  person- 
ally --  the  opportunity  to  develop  genuine, 
enduring  friendships  through  working  to- 
getlier  and  enjoying  the  totality  of  the  Fair 
experience! 

Fantasia  Fair  is  sponsored  by  the  Human  Outreach  and  Achievement  Institute  — a non- 
profit organization  whose  purpose  is  to  help  the  croasdresser  and  to  foster  greater  a ware 
ness  among  professional  people  about  what  we  are.  Fantasia  Fail'  is  tlse  centerpiece  pro- 
gram of  the  Institute’s  annual  activity  to  bring  together  crossdressers  and  provide  a ricldy 
varied,  constructive  and  memorable  program  at  the  “end  of  the  season’*  (October)  in  the  safe, 
ideal  environment  of  historic  Province  town. 

WRITE:  FANTASIA  FAIR,  LINCOLNIA  STATION, 

FOB  11254,  ALEXANDRIA,  VA.,  22312 
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Renaissance 

(P.  0.  (Bo^l263 
(Ring  of  (Prussia,  (PPL 

19406 


What? 

Renaissance  is  a non-serial, 
social  organization  of  individual 
who  share  the  desire  and  need  to 
crossdress.  It  is  a means  of  meeting 
new  friends  who  will  (qww  and 
understand  how  you  feel.  It  is  agroup 
that  will  accept  you  and  help  you  to 
grow,  at  your  own  pace.  Renaissance 
is  also  a source  of  support,  informa- 
tion and  help,  if  you  want  it. 

Who? 

‘There  are  two  parts  to  the  ques- 
tion "Who?'.  Who  is  Renaissance? 
Renaissance  was  started  hy  a small 
group  of  friends  who  felt  the  need  for 
a cross  dresser  sociaf/supportgroup  in 
the  metropolitan  (Philadelphia  area. 
These  people  are  the  nucleus  of  Ren 
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aissance  and  are  currcn  tly  acting  as  a 
Steering  Committee.  ‘They  arefJoSlnn 
Roberts,  Singe  fa  (jardner,  SI  fl  is  on 
Laing  and  Rfefanie  ‘Bryan . ‘They  are 
peopfe,  just  (Hie  yon,  who  sfiare  your 
crossdressing  behavior.  The  onfy  reaf 
difference  is  that  tfiey  have  made  tfie 
commitment  to  meet  andfiefp  others, 
‘you  are  invited  to  join  them  in  this 
endeavor. 

‘The  second  ’Who?'  is;  ‘Who  can 
join  Renaissance?  Slnyone  who  ac- 
tively participates  in  crossdressing 
behavior  is  wefcome  in  Renaissance. 
SI  (though,  the  group  is  composed 
mainfy  of  heterose^iafTVs,  any  ‘TV, 
‘IS  or  T(j  that  woufd  (Hie  to  expand 
their  activities  and  make  nezv friends 
is  wefcome.  Spouses  and 'Significant 
Others'  are  afso  wefcome.  Renais- 
sance is  not  particufarfy  concerned 
about  your  pofitics,  your  ethnic  baeff 
ground,  your  refigion,  your  education 
nor  your  se?Qia(  preferences.  It  is 
concerned,  however,  that  you  respect 
the  rights  and  the  privacy  of  the  other 
members  and e?cpects  everyone  to  act 
according fy.  That  is  not  meant  to 


imply  that  Renaissance  is  not  a fun 
group! 

Why? 

There  are  many  answers  to  the 
question  "Why?"!  Those  of  us  on  the 
Steering  Committee  fe(t  that  there 
was  a need  for  a cross  dresser's  sup- 
port group  in  this  area.  We,  each  of 
us,  knew  other  TVs  or  TSs  that  had 
not  ye  t fully  accepted  themselves  and 
we  remembered  what  it  was  like  for 
us,  feeling  all  alone  in  the  world.  If 
there  had  only  Seen  a person  or  group 
to  turn  to  that  would  understand! 
We  have,  each  hy  a different  path, 
come  to  terms  with  our  behavior  and 
sought  each  other  out  to  share  experi- 
ences and  friendship.  It  is  now  our 
desire  to  share  those  experiences  and 
the  friendship  with  others  who  need 
an  understanding  heart. 

The  word  ’Renaissance " literally 
means  "to  be  reborn".  Tor  that  defini- 
tion it  has  been  chosen  as  the  name  of 
this  group.  It  is  the  hope  of  Renais- 
sance that  its  members  will  experi- 
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ettce  a rebirth  of  tbemsefves  as  rafale 
and  camp  fete  human  beings,  accept- 
ing themselves  for  what  they  are  and 
what  they  can  be.  Renaissance  with 
provide  the  environment,  the  oppor- 
tunity, and  the  resources;  it  is  up  to 
you,  the  individual  to  choose  the 
path  that  beads  to  self -awareness. 

9 low? 

foil  may  join  Renaissance  by 
writing  to  JoHnn  Rpberts,  care  of 
C.tDS.,  fP.O.rBo?cl263,  (King  of  “Prus- 
sia, (PH,  19406 atidrequest  admission 
using  the  form  provided  here.  Tfease 
be  sure  to  provide  a means  of  having 
the  Steering  Committee  contact  you, 
preferably  by  phone  but  at  (east  by 
mail.  .‘Be  assured  that  Renaissance  is 
as  concerned  about  your  security  as  it 
is  their  ozim. 

Where  & When 

HI ie  Steering  Committee  has  se- 
cured a meeting  place.  Hs  you  might 
guess,  the  location  requirements  are 
quite  stringent  and  not  many  places 
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can  meet  ilicm  aft.  'The  major  concerns 
arc  privacy  and  security.  rIfic  commit- 
tee believes  it  lias  jound  such  a loca- 
tion in  the  ' Valley  forge/'Xing  oj 
Prussia  area.  When  you  have  applied 
to  Renaissance,  you  zvill  he  notified 
of  the  meeting  time  and  place. 

(Dues 

Phi  ere  are  no  dues.  Renaissance  is 
young  and has  little  formal stmeture. 
If  you  attend  a meeting  you  zvill  he 
ashed  to  contribute  only  enough  to 
cover  the  cost  of  hosting  the  meeting. 
Phis  zvill  he  only  a nominal  charge. 
Phe  more  people  attending,  the 
smaller  thejee.  dlope  to  see  you  soon! 


t Membership  ‘form 

fjjame  - 

femme  9{ame 

flailing  Address 


Renaissance 

P.  O.  3o^l263 
“King  of  Prussia,  PA  19406 


Robyn  Ann 


Box  100 


En  Fe/ane  will  not  publish  an  ad 
that  contains  sexually  explicit 
language  or  photo,  Any  words  or 
phrases  relating  to  sexual  activity 
may  be  excluded  at  the  discretion 
of  the  editors,  which  reserves  the 
right  to  edit  or  re-write  any  ad 
that  violates  this  policy  or  its 
intent, 

Free  Personal  id JflL-Siibaciiimi 

The  free  ad  is  limited  to  35  words 
and  the  printing  of  a suitable 
photograph,  Words  over  35  will  be 
charged  ,25  per  word,  See 
subscription  form  on  page  24, 

Answering  Coded.&da^ 

Put  your  response  in  a sealed, 
stamped  envelope  with  the  code 
number  of  the  ad  you  are  answering 
in  the  lower  left  hand  .-.corner.. 
Place  these  letters  in  a larger 
envelope,  along  with  $1,00  for  each 
letter  to  be  forwarded  (maximum  fee 
- $5,00)  and  mail  to  En  Feune,  P,Q, 
Box  7854,  Trenton,  N , J , 08628, 


SUM  TV,  29,  member 
Renaissance,  Phi  Chapter, 
Artist/Writer/Editor  of  En  Feaae, 
Interests  include  music,  fill, 
computers,  photography,  shopping, 
traveling,  Pass  easily  and  go  out 
often,  Uill  correspond/meet  with 
others  with  similar  interests, 


Angela  Box  101 

SUM,  35,  actor,  musician, 
party  girl,  Interested  in  fashion, 
film,  photography,  dining, 
shopping,  Member  and  officer  of 
Renaissance,  member  of  Phi  Chapter, 


Jennifer  Box  102 

TS,  30,  living  as  a woman 
for  7 years  in  Philadelphia, 
Member  of  Renaissance,  Phi  Chapter, 
Interests  include  science  fiction, 
Dr,  Uho,  comic  books,  video,  The 
Kinks, 


TRANSSEXUALS/ 

CROSSDRESSERS  Nicole  Box  103 

Individual  consultations  on  SUM,  40,  TV,  member  of  Phi 

Wednesday  evenings,  Hair,  nails,  Chapter,  Interested  in 

cosmetics,  waxing,  ear  piercing,  corresponding  with  others, 
(Trenton  area,)  For  appointment  Interested  in  photography,  video, 
call  Donna  or  Eric  at  609-883-0002,  aircraft,  music,  foreign  films, 


Eigg-Ciassif ied.Ad  For  Groups! 

Groups  nay  list  themselves,  their 
addresses,  phone  number,  or  mention 
their  upcoming  events  in  the 
classified  section  free  of  charge, 
En  Fex/se  is  published  every  two 
months  (Jan/Feb,  Mar/Apr,  May/Jun, 
Jul/Aug,  Sep/Oct,  Nov/Dec ) , so  ads 
should  reach  the  magazine  the  month 
before  publication,  The  editors 
reserve  the  right  to  edit  or  re- 
write classified  ads  to  correct 
grammar  or  spelling  or  to  refuse 
sexually  explicit  words  or  phrases, 
Any  ads  soliciting  money  will  be 
considered  commercial  ads  and  are 
not  available  as  a free  ad, 


Write  to;  Box  19,  Way  land, 
HA  01778, 

fleets  casually  every 
Saturday  at  7 p,m,  Rap  groups  every 
Tuesday  at  8 p,m, 


PSYCHOTHERAPISTS 

Holly  Odell,  HA 
Feminist  counselling  in  New 
Hope,  PA, 

Individuals,  couples, 

women's  groups,  Insurance 

Accepted,  (215)  862-9460, 


Write  to;  0,  Beeraan,  P , 0 , 
Box  2512,  West  Chester,  PA  19380, 

Meets  4th  Saturday  of  the 
month  in  Cherry  Hill,  N,J,  Next 
meeting  in  September, 


Write  to;  TS  Support  Group, 
P,0,  Box  15836,  Phila,,  PA  19103, 
Meets  1st  & 3rd  Tuesdays  of 
each  month  at  Oignity  House,  252  S, 
12th  St,  Phila, 


TRANSPITT 

Write  to;  P,Q,  Box  59406, 
Pittsburgh,  PA  15210, 

New  CO  group  in  Pittsburgh, 
Pa,  and  tri-state  area, 


QU.TBEflCH.,iasmUIL 

Write  to;  B, A,  Lind,  P , 0 , 
Box  11254,  Lincolnia  Station, 
Alexandria,  VA  22312, 


Be  confident. 

Remove  unwanted  hair 
permanently. 

Enjoy  a future  of  care-free,  hair-free  beauty  with  electrolysis... 
the  safe,  permanent  method  recognized  by  the 
A.M.A.  Come  for  a consultation  and  discover 
how  confident  you  can  be. 

International  Guild  of  Professional  Electrologist* 

Member: 

jm 

MARIE  BOG  RAD  SUITE  402 

ABETTER  I MAGE  20  NASSAU  STREET 
pRINCETON,  NJ  08542 
609/924-0394 


A Place. . . Isn’t  it  Wonderful.. 

. . .to  Begin  /7  _ ..  .lobe a Woman 


